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dabbed the steps aH over with the flat of his hands.
"The,effect will be like an Academician's stippling/'
he thought, but "when he had swept the surface of the
garden path iato the road, he scrutinised his handiwork
with some satisfaction.

Hardly had he cleaned his boots again, washed
again, and changed his socks, when there came another
knocking at the door, polite and important this time.
He found a well-dressed man, with tall hat, frock-coat,
and umbrella, who inquired if he could speak to the
proprietor.

"Mr. Davies is away/' said Mr. Clarkson, fixing his
eyes on the stranger's boots. " I beg your pardon,
but may I remind you that you are standing on my
steps ? I 'm afraid you will whiten the soles of your
boots, I mean/'

"Thank you, that's of no consequence," said the
stranger, entering, and leaving two great brown foot-
prints on the step and several white ones on the
passage. " But I thought I might venture to
submit to your consideration a pound of our un-
surpassable tea."

ct Tea ? " cried Mr. Clarkson, with joyous eagerness.
" I suppose you don't happen to have milk, sugar,
bread and butter, *and an egg or two concealed about
your person, do you ? "

"I am not a conjuror/' said the stranger, resuming
his hat with some hauteur.

An hour later, Mr. Clarkson was enjoying at his
Club a meal that he endeavoured to regard as lunch,
and on reaching the office in the afternoon he apologised
for having been unavoidably detained at home.

"There's no place like home/' replied his elderly
colleague, with his usual inanity.
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